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56 *The Tragedy of 0 thello 

Defet. Who he? I tlninkc the Sub where he was borne, 

Drew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

Evi, Looke where he comes. 

Def. I will not leauc him now, 

Let CfijStQ be ealdeo him : how is it with you my Lord? 

Oils, Well my good Lady : O hardneffer to difilmble ; 

How doc you Defaomma t , . ' . 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Otb. Giue me your hand, thi's hand is rnoift my Lady. 

Def. 1 1 yet has felt no age, nor knownc nofofroW. 

Otb. This argues fruitfulneffeand HberalUiearr, 

No: ho: and moift,rhis Han’rf yattr s i-fequircs 5 V',.V 5! 

A fequefter frpm liberty : farting andpriiying, - w ' V x 
Muchcafflgati6n,exercifedeuout; 

For hecrc’s a young and (wetting diuell here. 

That commonly rebels ftis a - good hand- . ' ‘f< 

Afrankeone. - f 

Def. You may indeed fay fq« ' f : f 

For twas the: hand thatgaue away my heart. 

Otb. Aliberall hand,the hearts of old gatlchands, 

■jgut our new herraldry khands, not hearts. 

Def. 1 cannoc fpeake of this,eome,come,yoiir promiic. 

Qib. What prernife chucke? 

Def ‘l haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Oth. I haue. a fait and fullen.rhumc o (leads me, 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Orfc. Th'at\\hichl gauc'ydu. : ' ’ ' ’ 

Def. 1 haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 
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Def. No faith ii>y Lord. 
Oth * Thatsafauit" 
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Did an to 

She was a charmer 


•,ahd could almbftf cade 


5ilC was a (.iiiuinci -.vu™ — 

The thoughts of people; (he Void her whilelhe kcptlt ? 
T’wpuld make her amiabic,and fubdue thy fathot 

*r • Rur if flip lnfr fr 


Intirely. to her lone : But if {he loft it, 
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oore of Venice 

Intirely to her loue : But if (he loft ir, 

Or made a gift ofit: my fathers eye 

Should hold her iothely,and his fpirits mould hunt 
After new fancies: fhe dying, gauc it me, 

And bid me when my fate would haue nae wiue, 

To giue it her ; I did fo,and take heede on t. 

Make it a darling, like your pretious eye. 

To loofc.or giue’t away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing clfc could match. 

Defd. rftpoflible? 

Otb. Tis true, there’s magicke in the web of it, 

A Sybell that bad numbred in the world, 

The Sun to make two hundred comp a Acs, 

In her prophetique fury ,fowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed thcfiike. 

And it was died in Mummy,witb the skttfull 
Conferues of maidens hearts. 

Def. Ifaith i’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke to* t well. 

Def. Then would to God, that I had neucr fecne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftaitingly and raftily. 

Otb. l’ftloft? i’ft gone? fpcake,isirouto’ihcWay? 

Def. Heauen blcfle vs. 

Otb. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft,but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch’:, let me fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can fir, but I will not now. 

This is a trickc,to put me from nay fuite, 

I pray let Cafmfot receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkcrcbcr,my mind mifgiues. 

Def. Cc:v;c,camc,you41 newer mcetc a snore lufficient mail* 
Oth, The handkercher. 

Def. I pray talke me of Cafsie, 

Oth . The handkercher. 
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